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ache is lying in wait, and, one's resolves worn away by the
constant sense of fatigue in the eyes and of rapid pulsation
round the back of the head, one weakly lapses into idleness,
trusting that to-morrow will be different.
I found myself at the Wagner Promenade concert. It seems
to me that Henry J. Wood lacks the repose and reticence of a
great conductor. He continually endeavours to express the
music to his band in curves of the arm, sudden contractions of
all the muscles, frowns and smiles. If such procedure is to be
effective, it can only be effective at rehearsal. At the perform-
ance, the conductor knowing what the band can do, and the
band knowing what the conductor desires, gestures should be
unnecessary. At the performance the band needs, not an inter-
pretation of the music, but merely control and reminders.
Steindl,1 the pianist aged 6 or 7, played a Schubert Impromptu
(No. 4) and Raff's " Fabian ". He is not more than 7, and has
the pale face and vast skull of the typical precocious genius.
He runs on to the platform, takes his seat, and then stares down
at the audience with calm reproachful expression. Then he
turns to his father for the signal to begin. He is not lost in his
performance, but rather (as it were) preoccupied with something
else, seldom looking at the keyboard and constantly directing
upon the audience that reproachful stare. During the perform-
ance his father exchanged looks of pride and pleasure with
members of the orchestra, every man in which followed the
child's movements with a sort of paternal wistfulness. At the
end, when Steindl stood bowing and bobbing to the applause,
my body shook and my eyes filled with tears, in spite of myself.
Wednesday, October 6th.
At times, and in some fortunate aspects, London will look as
quaint, picturesque, and mediaeval, as any old-world continental
city. But it must be regarded with a " fresh" eye, an eye
unprejudiced by custom and associations. When I catch the
town in such an aspect, I understand how the inhabitants of
these old-world continental cities can be oblivious to the attrac-
tiveness which surrounds them, as they certainly are, and I
suddenly see eye to eye with the appreciative foreigner in London.
This morning, as I walked through the Green Park in an
1 The appearance of Bruno Steindl, the prodigy-pianist, aged 7, created
a stir in the musical world.
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